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STUPENDOUS SHOWING OF

mw1$

By Far the Largest Stock of

7i

He&dquarters for Be&utiful, Usefisl and
Inexpensive Christmas Gifts'!

DOLLS!
Dressed Doll.", lOe. lo *M<'-
Undressed Dolia; r,e. to i?tn.
Unbrenknblo, lOe. to $2.r,o.
Baby Dolls. 10c, to «'.5.r>U.
Boy' Dolls. ll)c. lo $2.G0.
Dolls of every klnd und every prlce.
New Meohanlcul Toys. ovory klnd.
Autbmobllos, l'»e. to I?.".
Steam L'ngincs. 10c, to #2.00.
Steam Tlains, 1*1.-Ol.
'I'rains on Track, -llte. lo IjUi..*">(».
Kxpiess Whgoris, 10c. to .?."».
li-on Wagons, -IJ'e. to if.10.
Buck Boardo, 91.40.
Oo-Carts, l»e. to ifMO.
Baby Carriages. 20e, to JJ10.
Wheelbarrows, iOe. to i?r».
Veloclpedes, 91.1!) to 1*10.
Trlcycles, i*2.os to $10.
Wlllow Bockcrs, -l»f. to 1*5.
Chairs, lOe. to 1*2.50.
Blnckboards, 4»c. to 92.50.
DosUs, 4!)e, to ?J0.
Slelghs, 25c. lo 1*2. BO.
Sleds. 2l)c. to 32.BO.
Tea. Sets, 10c. to $2.50.
Pianos, -IOe. to J*10.
Beds and Cradles, 2r,e. lo s*r>.
DolJ Kurniuire, 40q., to $2.
Tool Chests, 1!le. to iM.iW.
Foot-Balls, 4l»e. to S*2.50.
Stovesi llte. to .fT>.
Trunks, 20c. to 1*2.
MagiC Lanterns,', 25c. -to S.">.
Iroii Banks, Bc. to l*i.no.
Doll.Il'ouses, "iSc. to !*.'>.
Nlckel-platcd Fassenger Trnlns, 2»~o.
o i*2.
Hobby Horsos, 1*1.25 to i*r>.
Swlnging Hoi'ses, s*l..»s to *?.">.

C3AMBS OF ALL KIXDS-BOOKS.
lron.Toys of cvcry klnd. from 10c.

to 95.
Drunis. 10c, to 152.<>n.
DON'T FAIL TO SKE OI.'R TOY

DEPAKTMENT.

Biji Sa!e of &mas
HANBKERCHIEFS

Men's Pure Llrion Handker- ihn
chf'efs .«... fy.y
Lovely line of Lnco nnd Kni-

brolderod Ladles' ilnndkoi- 4 Apclilofs ... ¦ iV*'
Ladles' nnd Gents' Sllk d»n fjrt

Hiuidkcichlcfs, 25c. to. (JJa.UW
What*s Better Than

FURS
for Xmas Gifts?

Our assortment now nt Its best.
French Coney Scarfs, cluster QO«

tails .-..-.. *»BL
Li

mat
S;.

long
Ln

match
E

for
Large Plllow Muff to match tfjO QR

Big Collectioh of
CHILDRENS FUR SETS,

08c to $10.00.

Lnrgc French Coney Muffs to qo_
mt.ch ... JJOt,
Sable Sciirfs, 72 Inches d» M QO

Large Plllow Muffs to ** QQ
mt'cti. *t.»0
Blendcd Brook Mink Scnrf <j»| AQ

WRAPS! WRAPS!
Great Xmas Sale.

Some Remarkablc Bargains
To-Morrow.

49 QC for Can Keraey 27-lnch
JjSa.yo Jacket, loose or seml-fitted
back, with or wlthout chllur und belt.

§/t Qfi fc"' Three-Qunrter Tourlst
Tt.t/O Covert or KtVsey Conts,

looso or fltted bnck, wlth collnr or

coliiii'les's, ln tun, brown, caslor, bluo
or b'nrl:.

$7.98 for regular $15 styles. ._

Glve us a look; prlces and qualltles
will surprlsc you.

NEW NECKWEAR
fcrChristmas Presents.
Xmas Gifts in Newest

. LEATHER GOODS!
Collar and

.
Cuff Boxcs, jf* AA

Dresslng Cases, -10c. ijr M
from 'lUc. to

to

Cirrlngo Bngs, fltted wlth cnrd
case, purse and vinegrettfi, Aftn

black, brown and tan. 1«7l>
Shopping Bngs, newest «JfJ AA

sliupesi -ll»c. to. «J>U.VV
Chlldron's Hnnd Bags, lOc.

NO TROUBLK TO MAKE A SELEC-
TION HERE. VAST D1SPLAY

-OF C1101CEST HOLIDAY
NOVELT1ES.

«- STOBE OPEN EVERY f3!GHT TILL CHRISTOS.

jii m0+**$ mr^v -iLT'iuai" rii.-^-*..^^-

"To the Least of These
By FLETCHER FIELDING.

¦ m, m ¦ n ¦¦iftir~iifir~ "H*^i

"Must you go."
There wns a tone of appenl In his

wlfo's volco that made John Husk stlr

¦unenslty ns h- gazed out of his study
winddw. A slinlit expresslnn nf.paln
passed over hls fuce followed by n steely
glltter ln his eyes und hard severc lines
about hls 'month tliat hespoke the man

"I seo no way out of It, my dear,"
iie replhd. slowly and tibsently;
There was t> pnltse. A sweet childish

vblce broke tho stlllness, nnd n plump
llttlc ilgurc i.pjip d by a inuss of golden
eurls biir.sl Into tho room. She looked
ul hor mother for a moment, then ex-

clainic-d. "Where's Daddy gone?"
John Rnsk turned qulckly nnd held

out hls arms. Hls wife nnd his llttlc
JJoris weic very dear to him.
"Daddy. my got some gwent. big

cweams. ;uid some prwent, his dolls, and
cake, nnd toys. nnd my take.

'em to houses und parties. "cause"-
Doris stopped. Evidently the cause

wns Indistinct in hor mlnd.
John nusk smlled. "What ls Ihe chc-'

rub snylng?" he quericd.
"Governcss has been telllng her how

wc shall take Santa Claus' glfls to the'

poor chlldren to-morrow, nnd have a llt¬

tle party at eacli house," volunteercd his
wlfe.
Tbe smile dled away as he klssed Doris

good.-bye. 111s wlfe went up to him,
plac'cd both haiids Upon his ahouldor,,
and jooked up lnto his fitce. "John,"
she said. sorlbusly. "to-morrow Is Chrlst-
mas, Our own llttlo darflng will nsk
for you In the mornlng to show you hcr
tbys: and what shall 1 toll her? This
borrld biislness! John, you do not know
how I hnto it. lt Is wenring you out;
it is doprlvlng Dorls and mo of our loved
one. And.it isn'l necessnry." There
wero tears-ln Mrs. Rusk's eyes.
John stood Irresolute for a moment.

Then that snme glltter camo to his
eyes, and he said. brlskly, "There, there.
Margaret. if you feel so about It I shall
give up my seut on 'Change. 1 promiso
you thls shnll be the last deal; but I
must go. I really must go to-day. I
shall only bo gone a few days."
He klssed her gently, plckcd up his

vallso and was gone.
Mrs. RupIc sat for a long tlme gazlng

blankly lnto space. Tho last! How of-

A, MISTAKE IX OVEKBUVIXG CAUSES US TO MAKE A HEDUC-
TIOX OE $50.00 OX EVERY

m
w

in our siorc in prdev to innko room I'or our Jnnuary stock for wlilcli
wo lmvo c'onthictcd. lt is u well known l'uet thnt our origlnnl prlces
jvrc lower iliun itny in llic city.

IlEAI'l THE I.1ST OE OUK

H60H Og^ii\OEC iP>ll*\NOS,
liicludiug tlio

ARTISTIC DAVENPORT & TREACY PIANO.
USED PIANOS.

Mcrc is a list ol' I'i.ittos ihsit li:ive been ulightly used, Thoy i»-
cliide pianos of v.tll luunvu inultcrH. IJtiy.iihc of llicse for ('hrlst-
inas. 'J'lic price ls so low it yvill lalic vory little of your money.
'J'hey are iu iierfecl roiiililioii.;-lia:«ntec(l.

One wiiuni/iCK, run sijjo uprlght.
One i-'iri''Hi-:it, full size uprlght..

Om- BJ'OWN * KI.Ml'sON. full size uprlght.
One I'.lt'.KMrLLEH. full eizc uprlght.

One ll.a'UD.MAN. full e|j-p qprtgllt,
One LU.V11A.M, ful' size uptight.

One WEBEli, -T..I1 siyo upright.
One KKAHyi, feli nIbc uprlght.

J. I'. 1IA1.K, full slzo
Hqiiure I'iunos, $15.00; in linc CoiKJitioli, Sii."i.Iim,

FERGUSSON bkuaju
II \Vest Bro^d Street.

^V^},
Tuuiiig iind Itejiiiirin;' u S'lceially.

ten hnd he said that before, and yet-'how
oftcn new schcmes camo up which seem-

ed to have an irresistible hold upon him.
and requlrc his whole time; and what did
lt proflt? They did not need more carth-
ly goods. It was tbe husband and futher
they wanted, she and Dorls, nnd. while
thelr llttle darling called In her own baby
way; ','Where's daddy gone?" hcr own

henrt cried out in an agony of lonell-
ness.

But- Margaret was bravc, and the hnp-
piliess of Dorls was her first considera-
tlon, ln the aftcrnoon sho took her down
lnto the heartvof the blg city among'the
greait stores, packed wlth people and
Christmas confuslon. They bought great
qunntlttes of toya and dolls and other
chiildish dellghts for thelr Christmas trlp
arhong thelr poor ncighbors. It was part
of Mrs. Rusk's eourso of tralnlng for
Dorls.
"Santa Claus sometlmos misses soine

llttlo glrls," she told Dorls, "because he
cannot get down tholr chimneys. But he
gives us money to buy toys and dolls
and candiles for them." All of which
Dorls serlously consldcred.

It was late when they started homc-
ward. The crush and jani and huste
of the last shopplug day dolayed tholr
car a long tlme. But the todlous wait
,guvo Dorls an hislght lnto humanlty.
Sho wntched thc passlng crowds wlth
eyes wide open wlth Interest. She was
too young to realizo tbe dlffereuee be¬
tween poverty and wealth. too young lo
undcrstand why thnt old, grny-hnlred
darkey, liobbllng along ln threadbare
clothes ainongsl the richly gowned men.
nnd woinen, was Jostled nnd pushed nnd
olbowed aslde. When the old man walk-
cd to a box and sat down wlth his head
bowed In his bands she looked up to
her mother ln clilldlsh wonder.
"Muvver, did Sauta Claus send any

money for him?" sl.e asked.
She went up to him and held out a sll¬

ver dollar. "It's wot my got froni
Santa Claus for you," she sald.
The old darkey's I'ace lighted wlth joy.

"Bress yo' llt'le henrt, .Mlssy," ho ex-
clalmed. "Vse dono gwine liunt olo
Chrls dls liory njght an' tell him to
bress yo'."
While Mrs. Rusk looked 011 wlth pleas-

ure, beamlng from her pretty blue eyes,
Jolin Rusk gazed upon tho same scene
from his offlce wlndow wlth a strauge
thrlil In his broiisi, and eyes .that wero
susplclously molst. And ln tho'rush to
hlti trnln he saw lt agaln. lt becamo a
perslstcnt vislon that somehow affecUd
him great ly. He kucw his loved ones to
ho the emboddment of all that was good
and noble and grand, and he {(new that
Ihey were utterly unselflsh ln thelr el'forls
to make others happy, spreadlng happi-
nc-ss where lt was ineedod.
Ho stoppod suddenly. That word struck

him with a strungc force, and wlth Ihe
reaUzatloi) of his own great faillt. Ho
had'beon vury unliei-dful of the hnppi-
ness of his own fnnilly. 'An almost lri'0-
slstlblo linpulse to turn back selssed him,
but flgurea eiidles?, chaotlc masscs of
liguies wero burnlng ln his bralu, whlrl-
Ing before him llke some f.iscinuting
.dpmoiis. The brlght, dazzllng h:ilf-
cjrcle of electrlc llghts over the great
nrolird doorway -ot the depot was IrruiH-
formed lnto a set of grlnnlng devlllsl)
flgurea. 'I'he people who rushe<l frantl-
eallly v.Hhlri becumo huniaii fignres wltli
long, graspblg, hony bands beckoiied him
lo follow. They were drawlng him slow*
ly lnto a doriiblo imieisti-oin, wlib a

powerful mugnctlsm from whlch he could'
not escape, ln the dln aud confuslon,
he honrd Ihe usher shputlng, "Huff.ilo
Kxpross! last call!'' The iigun-K sbouled,
''Come, Comel" Then tho loud elai g of
a goni; ingb-d "with the rry, "All
liboii'd." iie.ivy Iroii g.iti.-, MiDoiked ns

they rolled sliut, and all was sudib n!y
quiet,
Tlie !0!ie muil stlll stood before (he

groaj doorway. TlmuBh 'be niv;ht vm.s

epldhP uiop|,..(l gi.-al bencja of pei splrn-
llon from 111* PrOtV, and baied.l.ls hcnled
head. Then )).!¦ shnuW.-rs. tyhjch had pyi,
a moiiieni before bcea.gtooplna under uii

POEMS YOU QUGHT TO KNOW.
Whatever your occtiftatlon mny be, nnd howover crowdod your hours wltli rtffalrs; do not fall to sectire nt letujt a few

mlnutes every day for refreahmont of your Inner llfe wlth a bit of poetry..Professor Charles Ellot Norton.

No. 369.

CHRISTMASTIDE SENTIMENTS.
THE END OFJTHE PLA Y.
By WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY.

Other selectlon? from Tliackeray, together wlth hls portralt, autograph nnd bto-
graphical «kctch, have ulrendy appeiirod ln thls sorles. Tho parable ot Dlves (Dl-
Vrez, accont on the first), li in tho goipel of Luke ln tho Ulble.

HE play Is done.the curtaln drops,
Slow falllng to the prompter's bell;

A moment yet the actor stops,
And looks around, to sny farewell.

It is an irksoine word and task;
And, when he's laughed and sald his say,

He shows, as ho removes the mask,
. A face that's anything but gay.

One word, ere yet the evenlng enda:
Let's close lt with a partlng rhyme,

And plodge a hand to all young frlends,
As flts the merry Christmas time;

On lifo's wlde scene you, too, have parts,
Thatrfate ere long shall bld you play;

Good-nightl.with honest gentle hearts
A klndly greetlng go alway!

Good-nlght!.I'd say the griefs, the joys,
i; Just hlnted in this mimic page, ^

... The triumphs and defeats of boys,
Are but. repeated In our age:

I'd say your woes were not less kcen,
... Your hopes more valn, than those of men,
Your pangs or pleasures of flfteen

'. At forty-five played o'er agaln.

I'd say we^suffer and we strive
Not less nor more as men than boys,

With grizzled, beards at forty-flve,
As erst attwelve in corduroys,

And if, ln time of sacred youth,
We learned at home to love and pray,

Pray heaven that early love and truth
May never wholly pass away.

.And in the world, as ln the school,
I'd say how fate may change and shlft,

¦.'¦. The prize besometimes wlth the fool,
The race not always to the swift;

The strong may y'ield, the good may fall,
-'t The great man be a vulgar clown,
VfThe knave be lifted over all,

The kind east pltilessly down.

\, '/j, .. , Who knows the Inscrutable deslgn?
,'¦¦¦ u.

' ' ,'¦' -' Blessed be He who took and gave|
',\i fi'" !9ifa Why should your mother.Charles,not mlne,

'.* ,^...-,,^.,tH r,,/ Be weeping at her darllng's grave?
'¦. We bow to heaven that wllled it so,

That darkly rules the fate of all,
That sends the resplte or the blow,

That's free to glve or to recall.

:~Tbis crowns his feast with. wlne and wit.
Who brought him to that mlrth and state?

His betters, see, below hlm, Bit,
Or hunger hopeless at the gate.

¦. Who bade the mud from Dlves' wheel
To spurn the rags of Lazar'iis?

Come, brother, in that dust we'll kneel,
Confessing heaven that ruled it thus.

So each shall mourn, in llfe's advance,
Dear hopes, dear friends, iintimely kllled,

Shall grievc for many a forfeit chance,
And longing passion unfulfllled.

Amen!.whatever fate bo sent,
Pray God the heart may klndly glow,

Althmtgh the head wltli cares be bent,
And whitened with the winter snow.

Come wealth or want, come good or 111,
Let young aud old accept thelr part)

And bow before the awful will,
¦And bear lt with an honest heart.

Who. mlsses or who wins the prize.
Go, lose or conquer ns you can; .

But if you fall, or if you rlae,
Be each, pray God, a gentle^nan.

A gentleman, or old or young!
(Bear klndly withljiy humble lays;)

The aacred chorus first was sung
Upon the first of Christmas daysj

The shepherdif heard it overhead.
The Joyful angels ralaed it then:

GJory.to heaven on hlgh, it said,
And peace on earth to gentle men!

My song, savo thls, is llttlo worth;
I lay the woary pen aslde,

And wish you health, and love, and mlrth,
As flts tho solemn Chrlstmas-tlde,

As'fits the holy Christmas birth,
De thls, good friends, our carol still;

Bo peace on earth, bo peace on earth,
To mon of gentle-wlll.

CHRISTMAS IN IND1A.
By RUDYARD KIPUNO.

Other scloctlons from Klpllng. Iils portra.lt, autogmpli nnd blograplilcal nketeli, huve
alrcndy been prlnteil In thls nerles.

"rheUnmarlsk Is n dale treuf or n trce of tho dsto famlly. "ahat" l» a mountain pn*n.

nnnia Is the Hero of the tlnmayilna, an cplc poem of. IllndoMnn. "Iteimwoh" Is <1cr-

mnn for "lioiiioslckness." "qonchOB" uro splral nnulcnl wind Instruments nuule ot

.holl. J_.
iIM dawn behlnd. tho tamarisks.the Bky is saffron

yeilow.
As thc womon in thc vlllagc grind thc corn,

And the parrots seek the rivorsldo, each calllftg
to hls'fellow

That tho Day, the atnrlng Eastern Day is born.
Oh, thc whlte dust dn the highway! Oh, tho

stenches in the bywuy!
Oh, the clammy fog that hovers ovor oarth!

And nt Homo thcy're making mcrry 'neath tho
white and scarlet berry.

What part have India's exiles in tholr mirth?

Full day behind the tamarisks.the sky is blue nnd'staring.
As the cnttle crawl afield benoath the yoke, (

And they bear One o'er the fleld-path, who is past all hope of curing,
To the.ghat below the curllng wrenths of smoke.

Call on Rama, going slowly, as ye bear a brother lowly.
Call on Hatna.he may hear perhaps your volco!

With our hymn-books and our psalters we appoal to other altars,
And to-day we bld "good Christian men rejolce!''

Hlgh noon behind, tho tamarisks.the sun ls hot above us.

As at Home the Christmas-day is brcaklng wan,

They will drlnk our healths at dinncr.those who tell us how they
love us,

And forget us till another year be gone!
Ob, the toil that knows no breaking!' Oh, the Heimweh, ceaseless,

aching!
Oh, the black dividing Sea and alien Plain! ;

Yoiith was cheap.wherefore we sold lt.
Gold was good.we hoped to hold it,
And to-day we know the fullness of our'gain.

Gray dusk behind the tamarisks.the parrots fly together.
As the sun is sinking slowly over Home: '; '.,

And his last ray seems to mock us shackled In a. lifelong tether

That drags us back howe'er so far we roam,

Hard her service, poor her payment.she iri'ancient, tattered rainient.

India. she the grim Stepmothor of our kind,
If a year of life be lent her, if her temple's shrine we enter,
The door is shut.we may not look behind.

Black night behind the, tamariskB.the owls'begin thcir chorus.
As the,.conches from tjio. temp.je scream and bray.. .... .f ;

With the fruitlcss years behind us, and the hopeles3 years before us,

Let us honor, O my brotfrers, Christmas-day!
Call a truce, then, to oiir labors.let us feast with frlends nnd nolghbors,
And be merry as the custom of our caste;

For if "faint and forced the laughter.'' and if sadness follow after,
We are rlcher by one mocking Christmas past.

»»»»»»» .-«-^*-»-

A CHRZTMAS CAROL.
By MISS MULOCK.

Other selectlon* from the nocroa of Mta.-Muloch.fwho became Mr». Craik) her por-

trait nutoiraph and blographlcal Hketch Irnve. nlrcady been prlpted ln thU .er.M.

& foUeS* vorse. are sung to tbe ol.l English tune, "Ood Hest Ye, Merry Gentle-

.jiie'p," _____.

OD rest ye, merry gentlemen; let nothlng you dlsmay,

For Jesus Christ, our. Saviour, was born on Ch'rist-

mas-day.
The dawn roso' red o'er, Bethlehom, the stars slione

"' through the gray,

When Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was born on Christ-

'.,' ;. mas-day. '
,

God Vest ye.Tfttle children; let nothlng you aff right,
For Jesus'Christ, your Saviour. was born thls happy

.' ''..night;
Along the hllls of Gaii'leb tho while flocks sleeping lay,
When'Christ, tlio Chlld of Nazareth, was born on Chi'istmas-dayi

¦God rest ye^all good.Cliristiaiis; upon this biessed raorn

The Lord of all good Cliristians was of a woman born;

Now all' your sorrowsJJe doth heal, your sins He takes
-.*.».. t_ >>i,..i=*'. nini-'snviniir. wns¦ born on Christmas-

away;Now all' your sorrows.He doth lieai, your sins.«« mw h..w«

For Jesus Chrlsty puVsaviour, was born on Christmas-day.

Thls aorles began In The Tlmes-Dlspatch Sunday, Octpber 11, 1003, Ono ls puhllshed oach dny.

Itusk lurned and wnlked brlskly, flrmly
lidiiiowaid.
Dawn cuine on Chrls-ttuns inoinlng

clear,'Wlsp ar.i'l bcautiful, un eiiihloni
of the her.ilderi peace and good will. And
It came lenf(dd 10 two souU wliich would
othenvlse, Im'wi.-bec'n warrun. Jiut thelr
hiipplness was tnlld compared with tli.it
whicli eiime later when -Dorls giutwl :n

rupiure on ihe Bifts pf Suntn Oluutf. Sho.
took up e,n-h (|u|l ln turn exumlned ln
iii'r' ov.ii quulnl, nerlous wny each t.oy,"
und. tln-, dulls' bouse boiienth tho treo,
und fxpiesstj her deligiit lu slirleks of

Inughter.
"Ohl Muvver und Daddy, aeo dol'.s my

got. ilero Muvver you hold dla on you
liip, Daddy, seecnndies, see gweat; blg
owetuna my got,"
. Ptirtdy had lilddon ibehlnd the mornlng
¦paper. Mrs. Husk wondered If hla In-
terest'-in tlie inurket hnd not yet sub-
s'ldedi- Uut when John iookeil up hls
fo.cp wn's serloiis.

¦' "It la not th« inurket, my dear" ho
sald: "Bend thnt."
Mrs. r*uak read the nppullhig story of

dlsnater to whlcb. Joliu pojnted, Uie

Jrlglitful plungo lnto the rlver of the

Buffalo KNpresa through an open draw,
and flnully thc .pntlre exterminutlan of

the .paase'ngois ln tbe sleeper "Bndy-
mion." ,,

.'

JIo watched her ex-pivssloii us sho road.
When ishe rulsed lier heud. she wns ,pale
and broathlesB. "Tho l'Jndynilon!" sho

gasped. "And your berth wus luwor, No.
IV'
'.DDtldy! Daddy! What did SantaClaua

br'ing you?"
John 'foiaed his wifo und hU llttle glrl

to h|m, "Llfe, my dears," he replicd.
"Llfe nnd hnpplnoss."

::f,im&ilU$§,pci you.. \ *


